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A hpock at the Door.
RAN knocked at the fromt door.
It was too dark for her 1o fud
he bell: however. had she

<hie would have knocked just

F

oot ansaereld.  That was

crershody  was

e Union  Camp-

mecting had bern advertised for
the last 1y months, O conres, it
was not  bevond :ul»‘-:]lllh that same
one might have stased 2t home to in-

e ~oul metead of peiting it saved

shar amy one in Latleburyg shosld |
go visinng at half-past eight, and e
pevially t any one shonld come
knockng the door of thie particalar
wa- almest incredible
doubt that ¢ why the young
y fsally opened the dnor-

A subjected it to a secomd
olonged  visitation of her
wked at the stranger uurh
o itseli

a!h'm!r-
wanted  sormie |
come ask  for
the donrway belicved
a “camper ™—ame |

Her

I .|F'|:..: that

thaom
1 =ament

fering 1l

at o

10 Pw‘l{ ’

wrth
It 0

Ame 1 anawer

A Disturhing Langh.

4 lopg rretel of woniien sidewalks
with here and there a Teprons breaking
ettt af granitonl © o suceession of dwell
mgs. m ns vard of bluegrass.
maple trees, aml whitewashed palings,

several residences fine enough ta

with

exrctie wemded—Tor modest enttages ool
the srchitecrural pace in the willage: a
of apen country  bevond  the
‘ ¢ himits, with a oot hridge to
span the deep ravine—and 13
mdd we i the naot
ed Ny the moon, with a cirele of
» g and neighing horses encom-
peessing the glow
The sermon wa. ended, the exhorta-
non was at the e of loodest voice
snd most impassioned earnestness A
number of men, most of them young,
thronged the footpath leading from the
stiles to the tem v ofew were mmok-
ing: all were waitnig for the preetey

girls o come forth from the Chris-
tian ¢camp. Fran pushed her way among
the idlers with admirable nonchalance,
her shurp elbow ready for the first re-
sistive pair of ribs

The crowd outside did not argue a
scarcity of seats inder  the canvas:
Fran found a plank without a back,
foosely disposed, and entirely  unfoct-

pred e scated herself, straight as
i Indian, and with the air of being
very much at ease

The srene wac new to her Maore

than a thousand villagers, ranged along
a natural dechivity, looked down ppon:
the plarform of mndressed pine  In
fromt of the platform men and women
wese kneeling on the ground.' Some
were bathed m tears; ssme were pras-
ing alowd: some were talking to those
who stood, or knelt beside them; some
were clasping  comvulsive hands;  all |
were oblivions of sirrounding

Occazionally ane heard  above the
stemtnrian vowe of the exhorter, above
the pravesrs and exclamations of the

that
|

'hd‘a'r! Hamilton iregors's

“seokers” a sudden shout of exoltation

“Hless the Lord™ or a rapturous
“A-asmen!”  Then  a knecling figure
rice’ and the exhorter would

fi his plea to ery, “Our brother
nd the Lord!™

the hindred members of the
chosr, Fran smgled out the man she
had been secking for so many years,

From

It war casy enovgh to i inguish him
from the singers who crowded the
plattorm, vt ouly by his hatan which
proclimed the choir leader, but by

his resomiblance to the picture she Yad
discovered in & New York Sunday sup-
plement

Hamilton: Gregory was clean-shaved
except for a3 silken reddish mustache :
complexion was  fair, his hair a
file between red ol brown, lid eves
lue Hiv finely marked  face and
sriking beanmg  were stamped  with
distinction and ~ grace

It was strange to Fran that he did
not once glance in her direction. Troe,
there was nothing in her appearance
to cxoe cspecial mitention, but  she
had Iooked forward 1o mecting  him
ever smee she eould remember. Now
her eves were  fastened | on his
ww that they were so near, shel-
a commen roof, how could he
ne her presepec?
woir leader rose and Jifted his
Ayl the hondred men
the sigial, while
tiered open thronghout
Suddenly the leader
v gabvamic life
t s sweel vinice.
WAVING frantw  haton,
wild arme<, nnperions feet. With
all that there was of him, he condunct-
od the meliod » charge np the ram-
of «in and indifference. 1 in re-
Fran had thonght him singularly
e and attractive, she now found
Inm inspiring. s blue
with exaltatintn while his magic soice
seemed to thrill with more than human
eostasy, strong, <hm, white hand

s the haton, the

1l ehiefian wiclded in
I of haitles
the  heavy
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we who vere nnt o the least
Fran wis « Shie

1
OF 1l
liiu vted

divined hiy
hrarts: nor
wotld then and
tife et
that they must
they were
was altogether

and

ave his
upem thr CIrmg

mateh reap what
Neverthieless
moved. Tt w
her to langh than to ery.

Although the preacher had cease|
hi4 exhartations for the simgimg of the
evangelistie liymn, he was by no meam
it the end of his resourees.  Standing
at the margin af the platform, look-
ing ot on the erngregation, he dowly
maved hack and  forth his  magnetic
armis in parallel lines.  Withost torn.
g s body, it owas as if lie were
rautiously sweeping aside the invisible
curtain of doubt that swung hetween
the unsaved and ﬂr altar. “This way."
he seemed tn = “Follow my hands"

Not ope w did he speak. Fwen
hetwern the verses, when kr might have
striven against  the pabos  and the
smare-drun. e maintained his terrible
silence. Hot as he fixed ius ardent eyes
pwn space, as he moved thise jmpell-
ing arms, a man would rise here, a

s

w stari up there—reluctantly, or
eagerly, the unsaved wonld press their
way tn the group kneehing at the from

Prayers and groans rose louder.  Jubi-

burened |

1

arml n;.ud arm had never ceased tn in
the it of the peace.
wae freric her small white

| fave seemed et in stone as slie stared

el w1 the evangehist

might ‘have -|'|‘| |

l!lr't t
home
ulti-

SYRINR. |
un- |
| have been easier for|

| and

| the proper tune and place.

lant shouts of religious victory were
more frequent. Ope could now hardly
bear the choir ay it insisted—
“We reap what we sow,
Ve reap what we sow.”
Suddenly the cvangelist smote hia
hands together, a signal for song and
prayer o cease
Having obtained a silence that was
hreathless, be leaned over the edge of
the platform, and addressed a man
who knelt upon the ground :
“Brother Clinton, can't vou get it®™
The wun shook his head

“You've been knecling there might
after pight,” the evangelist continued ;
“don’t you fesl that 1the Lord loves
vou? Can't vou feel #1? Can't you feel
i now? t you get it? Can't gou
get it now? Brother Climton, | want yvou
to get throngh before these revival
services close.  They close this night
I :gp away to-morrow. This may be
vour last opportunity. ! want you 1o
¥et it now.  Afl theie wating inends
want sou o get it now.  All these

praying neighbors want to see you get
. Can't yem get through to-night?
lust quietly here, without any excite-
ment, without any poise or tumult, jost
vou and vour soul alone lﬁ\ﬂelhf'
Beother Clinton, can't you get through
to-sight 3"

Hrother Clinton shook his head

Fran laughed alowd,

The evangelist had already turned
to Hamilton Gregory as a signal for
the hymn to he resumed. for some
times singwig helped them “through.”
but the sound oi frreverent laughter

chilled s  blood To hus  highly
wrought emotional nmature, that sound
of mirth came as the laughter of Bends
e the tragedy of an immortal soul l

Several um he &ried, with whit
nu.l facre, services lave been
disturbed Iy the He pmnlr-l[

ant inflexible figer at Fran: “Yooder

stts a little girl who should oot have
been allowed i this teot  unaccom-
panied by ber parents.  Brethren! Too
mich is @ ctuke, at maments like |
these 0 <hrink from heroic measures. |
Souls are here, waiting to be sdved
Let that little gorl be removed. Where
arr the whers? | hipe she will gn
without disturhance, hut go she shall
Now, Brother Gregory, sing”

‘he corps of ushers had bheen =adly
degleted Iy the voung men's ineling
tiom to hivooac ootsnle, where one
| conld  see withont being  oliliged to
| hrar As the song swept over the
war-hipres in 2 wave of pleading, such |
ushers as still remamed, held a bnef
ultation.  The task assigned them
il ot seetm inclided in their proper
tunctionis. Only one could be  found
m mhmlrrr as policeman, and he only
atise the evangeii-t's determined eve

How could she have

| kntown she was going i laugh® Her
| i emidions,  inspired by the
i Hamiltan Gregory, might well

foomd  expres«tom i some other
That lath hid been a. a dart-

of wongue-flame  directed  again-t
e armored Christian soldier whove
face  was  so spirntualls  beantiful,
fnse volce was so eloquent

aware «f a man
the end of the

Withntit

in a rather
.‘;'In-nﬁ-"‘
perana-

n was suddenls

e dreesolutely at
that held her
g her head,

al vl

creat
she asker
i e
Tatory
®o with e,

™ with
“Wan't 3
wir] 2

Fran viermed impatienils

e

SINETEss

tie
glare at
t o tine soung fellow of
biaps twenty o, tall and
clean aml esome. 1T
sincere and nest vet they
much 1 the way of <unny

per

straignt,
PIES WEOTE
promised
smile~—at
His mauth
open,  his

was frank,  his  forehead
'\h--uTlT!‘r‘ ]'rndl[.

Fran rosr as awiftly as il a giam
hand T 1ifted her to her feet “Come
then,” the said in a tome samewhat
misthered She  climbed  over the
“stringer” At the end of her plank,
arched behind the young man as
i oblivious of devoaring eves The
men at the temt entrance scurried omt
of the way, scattering the shavings
and sawdust that lined the path

As they passed the last pole that
supported 2 gasolene  horner, Fran
glanced up shsly from under her broad
hat.  The light burned ted upon the
wormg  usher's  face, and  there wan
somcthing the crimson glow, or in
the face, that made her freel like corye
ing. just becance—or <o she fancicd—
it revived the recollection of her lone-
liness.  And ac she wurlly did what
she felr like doing, she enied, silently,
as she followed the young man out be-
neath the sars,

cmmm

Om the !’o-l Irlllr.

To the young wsher the change of
seene  was rather  bewildering. ]{i-‘

eves were mtill full of the light from
gatoline burners, his ears still rang
with the conlnuun u! tent noise into
which
of inarticulate groanings, lnd the ex-
plosive suddenness of seemingly ir
relevant Amens. Above all, he tingled
from the electric atmosphere of intense
religious excitement; he was charged
with currents at a preswure so high
that his nerves were unresponsive o
dull dewails of ordipary life

Nothing just then mattered cxcept
the saving of souls, Having faithiully
attended the camp meeting for three
weeks he found other interests hlotted
out. The village as a whole halI_Fncn
itself over 1o religious ecstasy. Those
who had professed their faith left no
stone dnturned  in leading  others 1o
the altar, as if life could not resume
ity routine patil the onconverted were
:wuuuil! 10 kneel a1 the evangelist's
cct.

A« Abbott Ashton reflected that, be-
cause of the young girl with the mock-
ing laugh he was losing the climac-
expression of the three weeks'
campaign, his displeasure grew. Within
undefined thought vibra-

him was an

tion akin o surprise, caused by the
verenity of the hushed sky. Was it
not incongruoas  that  the  heavens

should be so peaceiul with ther quiet
star beacons, while man was uem:ﬁ
himself 1o the wtmost of gesture &
noise 1o glorify the Maker of that
calm  canoppy?  From  the  weather-
statned] canvas rolled the warmng, not
wnmusically
We reap what we sow,
We reap what we sow
Ahove the tide of melody, the voice
of the evangrlist rose in a scream, ap-
palltng n s ageny—"CHi, men and
. why will vou die, why will you |

the stars, looking down at the

But
silent carth, spoke not of death, spoke

only as slars, sermng to sy, “Here are
April davs, dear wold  earth, balmy
pringtime and sutmmier harvest before
us'— What merry mughts we shall pass
together ! The carth answered with a
sudden white smile, for the moon had

tent.”
not  surprrced |
should e afranl 1o
terror)

sal phain-

1o the

we tsher
little gl

¢ amang these vagoo

m litle,” Fran

tively, “and the world is so large”
Abbott stood resolutg. To take Fran
hick to the tem would destroy the m

fuenee, But it seemed inhoman to cend
her  awan e temporized rather
v, - vime came here alone”
ol going  away  alone,”
L Her voice was stll damp,
but she hud kept her resalution dry.

In the glesn, be samly sought to
discern her _featires. “Whose litile
girl are 3 “ e asked, not withow

accem gentle  commiseration
Fran, one foot an the first step of
the stile. i'ﬂ‘ur-T up ot him: the sud-
den flare of a torch rovealed the sor-
row in her eves T am nobodys litle
girl" she answered plamtively.

Ifer eves were so large, and o0 soft
and dark, thar Abbott was glad <he
was only a child of fonrteen—or hf-
teen, perhaps Her  face A% $0
strangely cloquent in ity vearni for
sometting bevond  his comprehiension, | ©
that he decided then and there (o be
her friend.  The unsteady light pre-
vented definite perception of her face
He nioted that her legs were thin, her
arms Jong. her body  alight,  though
there was a faint suggestion of cyrv-

an

ing omline of hips and bosom that
lent an effeet of charm

There was, in truth, an clement of
charm m all he could discern

n
the thin himhbs appealed to him oddly.

Passibly the hig hat helped to ooneeal
Or acceniizat at any rate, the effect
wan  smew elfish Ae for thowe

great wnd luminously soft black eves,
he conld not for the Yife of him hiee
wiid what he saw in them to act his
Weod tingling with feeling of protect-
ing tenderness.  Possibly it was her
trust in him. for as he gazed into the
earnest eves of Fran, it was like look-
mo a cear pool 0 see oncsell

obody’s litle girl?” he repeated,
inexpressibly touched that it should he
so. What a treasure somecbody was

denied. “Are you a siranger in the

Never been
answered mournfully.
“But why did you come?®”

here  before,”

Fran

"l came to find Hamilton Gregory.”

The jyoung man was
mg the choir?™”
“He
umidly. “T don’t want
while he is in his religion,

carnestly
; me the wa

Just is if she did not kmow

way !
Albhestt
at her merey
Giregory. do wvou?”
her  over  the
wagon ruad
“Never -aw him
replied casmlly,  She
say it prohibnvely,

Aslton was

in my life.”
knew how
but she pu

left the hare down, to find out & the

astonished.
“Didu’t you see lim in the tent, lead-

has a house in town,” Fran said
1o bother him
1 want to
Oh,”

you would only
the

now  completely
%o you kmow Hrother
he asked, as he led
stiles and down the

young man was what she hoped

And he was. lle did not ak a
question.  They  sought the grass-
grown path bordering the dusty road;

as they ascended the hill that shut out
a2 view of the wvillage, to therr
twenticth
What change had come over
Ashion that the song now secmed as
out of keeping as
peacefulness of the Apnl night,
e first left the tent? He felt the prick
the midst

nature, he hud sn won forgotten about

came the sprightly,

hymn

strangely

of remorse hecanse in

souls,

Fran caught the air and mftl!' sang:

“We rcap what we sow

“Don't! he reproved her. "Child, that

means nothing to you.” ~

"Yes, 11 does, 100,
rather impudent!y

she

-!nﬂrl:rrni in her little mose.
spoke

tn the choir.”
He looked at

different® he
“To me,

reap what

seribed

we oW,

lars \-.rl Tye

l'hn \uihrd o
mipenetrable

changed wvoi ‘My  pame's Fran
What's yours **
He laughed bovishly, “Mine's Ab-

bote.™

Hit manner made her laogh sym-

patheticafle. Tt was just the manner
she liked hest—gay, frank, and a httle
mischievous. “Abhote she repeated ;
nr]l—-is that all®

“Ashtem s the halance;  Abbott Ash-
ton, Apd weurs

“The rest of mine is Nonpareil—
funpy mame, tn't it 2=—Fran Nonpareil
It means Fran, the small npe; or
Fran whn's unlike evervhody elie; or

—(ih, there are lots of meanings to me,
annther,

find one, <me
understand ”
It was becanse Ahhatt
touched, that he «pe
“What a ver

Some
never

youreelf!”
She  was
Ibm voung do you think?”

“Let 'me ser. Hum! Yon are only—
She laughed mirthfully at
“About
more
But
little Non-
There's no use EUersing n the

abont—"

hrs air of preposterous wisdom,
are
than * * v

thirteen—fourteen, yes, you
than fi-i-ifteen, more

take off that enormous lat,
pareil,

her curiousty,

had the
when

returned,
She contimmsed tn
sing and hum until the last note was
Then she
“However—it means a differ-
ent thing ta me from what it means

“How

it means that we really do
and that if we've

just ricen above the distant woods | doge something very wrong in_ the
At the sile where the foor path from | past—uogh!  Benter ook out—trouble’s
the tent ended. Abbott paused. Why | coming. That's whar the rong means
shoull he go farther? This scpfier. the| o me” _
oite false note m the meetmg's har- “And will you kindly tell me what #t
mems, had been silepced “There™ hel means to the choir
<ail. showing the read  Ths tone was|  “Yes, 1Tl tell sou what it means to
final B omeant, “Depart’ | the choir: It means witing on benches
an <poke in a choking voice, “I'm|and singing, atter a scrmon; and
afraid ” It was oot until then, that be| means 4 tent, and a great evangelist
koew  she had been crving, for net|and a celchrated solorst—amd then go-
e hmed he Iooked back  That «he|mg home o act 2s i it nuns s0,
shoulil ¢rv, changed evervihing And Abbott was not only astomsbed, but
wonder she wae aframd  To the| pained.  Suddenly he hHad lost “No-
ces on cither side of the count body s lidthe grl,” confeonted by
i, lerses and mules were tethered, | an elfish spirt of m He asket
chlights cast weird shadews, Here | with constramt. “Ihd & enitical at
thete ) e dimly some !rl]-\u titude make you laugh out, in the
| reed the society of w1 temt ¥
. 1\!1|;‘u|u; Tisrses “I wonldn't tell vou why 1 laughed,™
Fran declared, “for 3 thousand dol-

sern more than that

Hle was silent, she
At last she sad, n a

Ashton was
ke lightly:

veung  Nonpariel
be wandering abowt the waorld, all by

grateiul for Tm raillery

dark when the moom's shiming.”

Fran was gleeful. “Al
cred in one of
shill, fresh,
of inmocence

By this time they

vine

crossing of a tiny stream, by sy

under the foot bridge, some hifteen
feet below. Down there, all wae semi-
gloom, pungemt fragrance of weeds,

cooling breath of the hali-dried brook,
mystery of space between stecp banks.

But on & level with the bridge,
meadow lands sloped away from the
ravine on either hand.  On the left

tay strageling Littleburg with its four

right,”
ler childish
vibratory with the music

had reached the
foot bridge that spanned the deep ra-
Here the wagon road made its
ing

she

Fran
to
by

car
century

wme

1o

she
fones,

or five hundred houses, faintly twin-
kling, and bevond the meadows on the
right. a fringe of woods started up
as if it did not belong there, but had
come 1o he seen. while above the
woods swung the hig moon with Fran
on the foot bridge to shine for
Fran's hat dangled idly in her hand
as she drew herself  with_hackward
movement upon the railing. The moon-
light was full upon her face: «w was
the young man's gaze. Ome of her
feet donnd, after leisurely exploration,
3 down slamting beard upon the edge
of which she pressed her heel for sup-
port.. The other foot swayed to and
fro above the fooring, while a linle
hand an either side of her gripped
the top rail
“Here | am.™
rebellious hair
Abbotr Ashion studed her with grave
deliberation—it ia doobtful if he hod
ever before so thoroughly emjoyed his
duties 3« usher, He prooounced ju-
dicially, “You are older than you look ™
“¥ Fran explained, “my n-pc-:-
ence accounts for that. I've had lote”
Abbott'd lingering here beneath the
moon when he should have been hur-

she mid, shaking back

rving hack to the tent, showed how
unequally the good things of life—
eaperience, for instance—are divided

“You are sixteen,” he hazarded, con-
wious of a strange exhilaration.
Fi

an the iswwe  behind a

awfully old.” _

Abhott was brought to himseld with
a yolt that !hru hun hard upon -rI[
conLcH uper
of the public n(lw\nl" Thr very souml
of the words rang as a warmng, and
he hecame preternaturally solemn

“Gondness!" cried Fran, eoncidering
his grave mouth and thosghtiul eves,
“docs it hurt that bad?”

Abbott smiled.  All the =ame, the
ﬁmtion of superintendent musl  not

hartered away for the transitory
We hyd

Lf.lturﬂ of a fnot bridge
tter horry, of vom please,”
gravely,

“T am so alrmd=of you” murmured
Fran. “But | lmow the meeting will
last a long time yet  1'd hate to have
to wait long at Mr. Gregory's with
vhar dmﬂﬂablr Tady who i=sn't Mrs

Rgxnlt was startled.

thus designate My
Ftary* He looked Infrnl\
she only <aid plaimtively

‘Can't we stay here™”

He was distnrbed and perplexed. It
mas as if a flitng shadow from some
mformed cloud of thonght-mist hud
fallen npon the every-day world out of
his  subconsciousness.  Why  did  this
stranger wpeak of Mise -'.hrr Nedr a~
the “lady who win't Mre Gregory ¥
The soung man at times had caogh
hrmeeli thinking of her in just that
way.

he s

Why did «he
Lta¥ s seCre-
at Fran, bt

dodged
smmile—"And [ don't think you are -nl

mreat work without her, T think Mr
Gregory is one of the best men that

asked with smplicity, “Great
church worker >

“He's as good as he is rich. He
néver misses & service. | can't give
the time to n that he does—to the
ehurch, | mean; | have the ambition
to hold, one day, a chair at Yale or
Harvard—that means to teach in a
university——" he broke ofi, in eapla
nation

Fran held out her swinging fm-r and
examined the dusty shoe. “0b." she
said m a relieved tone, “1 was afraid it
meant 1o sit down all the time
of are ambitious not to move
if they ran help it"

He Tooked ar Jber a little uncertainly,
then -went on: “50 it keeps roe study
ing hard, to fit meself for lh: future
1 hipe to be re-elected superintendent
it Lattleburg agam next year—this i
my firt term—there Is o much ume
to studv, in Littleburg.  After next
year, U'll try for something bigger:
u.u Lfep working my way uwp and

l!e had not _meant to tell her about
himself, but Fran's masner of lifting
her bead to look at him as he Snished
vach phrase, had beguiled him to the
nest e applatse in her eves warmed

his heart.

“You see™ said Abbott with a
deprecators  smale, “I want to mahe
myseli felt in the world.”

Fran's eses shone with an unspoken
“Hurrah!” and as he met her gaze, br
felt a thrill of pleasure from the im-

rewsion that he was what she wanted
tim to be

Fran afllowed his soul to bathe 2
while in ainrnr eve-heams of fattering
approval, then gave him a hittle sting
1o bring him to life. “You are pretn
old, not 1o be married,” <he remarked
“1 hepe vou wan't find some woman to
put an el to your high mtentions, b
men generaliy do.  Men fall i Iove
and when they fmally poll themselves

ont, thes've Toat sight of the shore
they were headed for
A shight color stole to Abbott’s fare

In fact. he was rather bard hit. Th
wardering child was po doubt a witch,
He laoked in the direchion of the tem
ay if to exape the w ng of her
magic. Buot he only said, "That sounds
cal.”

sai]  Fram. wondering who
oman” was, “1 you cant be
practical, there's no uee 1 e Well, |
can e you now, at the head of sowe
unversity—voull  make i, because
vouwre so much like me Why, when
ther firat hegan teachmg me to Teed—
e gracions' What am 1 talking
.t- o reied om, as if to cover
I 1 havent gt a
vou have, so I'm not

ut

far
religious
“Books

he remon
UNACCOSEaAry

religion.”

aren't
then added with
“Little Nompared! What

strated,
gentlemenis,

Looking intently at the other as
to divine her secret thoughts, he forgol
momentarily his uncasmess. One .unll
not Jong be troubled by thought-mists
from subconsciotisnest, when
at Fran, for Fran was a fact
sighed involunmarily., She was such
faet!

Perbaps she
but homels 2 by

He
a

wasn't really
no means

pretiy—
Her thin
Her
either

face slunted to a sharpened chin
ot

hair, drawn to the comner
eve, Jeit & white triangle w
pointed to the highest re
forehead.  Thus the face. m al
contont, was rismg, or faling
point.  This sharpness of feature was
in her very langh itself. while in vh.ﬂ
hair-encircled oval was the bhght
elfiish mockery. but of no huns
Sehool superintendents do ot e
being mystified. “Realls” Abbott o
clared abruptly, "T must go back 1o the
meeting”
Fran had
feaving her

heard enough about his
She deeided to stop that
onee. :ml for all. “If vou go back. 1 go
ton ! she said comcinsvely. She gave
him a look to <show that she meant ot
then became all humilite,

“Please dont be cross with little
Nomparcil,® she coaved. "Please don't
want to go hack o that  meeting
Please dom’t want 1o leave me You
are so learned and old and so strong—
you don't care why a linle girl laughs"

Fran tilted her head adewise, and
the glance of her eves proved irres
“But tell me about Mr. Gregory,
she pleaded, “and don’t mind my wavs
Ever since mother died. ['ve found
nothing in this world bt love that
was for somebody else, and trouble
that was for me"

The pathetic cadence of the slemder
throated tones moved Abbott  more
than he cared to show,

“H you're in trouble” he exclaimed,
mu ve sought the right helper in Me.
Gregory, He's the richest man in the
county, vet lives so simply, =0 fro-
gally—they keep few servants—and all
because he wants to do good with bis
moncy.

“1 guess his seeretary is considerable
help to him,” Fran observed.

“1 don’t know how he'd carey on his

| shaking  hack
Tooking |
11

an' dea!
“Yes. books are” retorted  Fran
ber hair. swingng her
o, 1ting her body impatient
Iv. That's the omly kind of rebigion
know  anything  aboup—jusa  books,
just doctrines . what you ought to be
heve amd how yon ought to act—all
micely printed and bound between om
ers. Dhid you ever meet any religion
omside of a book. mowng up and
dinsn, 2 ahout n the
m perfeer canfidence,
< tin relighon daity —
le, that makes

the unfo r!.nu't bap
Fran was not hopeinl
€ way from

“Well. I'vé
New York to
hope he cam  make me
I'm  certanly infertunate
I'se got all the elements he
needs 1o work on”

“Fron New York!" le comtidered
delicate form, the vouthiul face, and
whisthed. “Will please el me
where your home is, Nonpareil

She  waved her  arm  inchosivels

Amenca, | wish it were concentrated
in seme spot, bt it's o spread oo
thim under the Siars and Seripes. My
country's abot 3l | bave™  She hroke
off with a catch in her voice—she tred
to laugh, but it was o gse

The high moon which had been ob
arred by gathering clowd banks, found
an opemmng  high above the fringe of
woods, and cast 3 shining glow upon
her face, and touched her figure as
with silver braid. Om of this lght
looked Fran's eyes as dark as deepesr
shadows, amd out of the snfathomable
depths of ber eves ghided two tears
as pure as their source in her heart

Suddenly it came tn Abhott Ashion
that be understood the language of
moon, watching  woods, meadowlande,
even the gathering raim  clouds; afl
spoke of the mmiver=ul hrotherhood oi
man with mature; 3 brotherthood -
cluding the most ambitious soperintend.-
ent of schools and a homeless Non-
pareil; a brotherhood to he confired
by the clasping of sincere hands. There
was danger in such a confirmation. for
it carried Abbott beyond the limmts
that mark a superintendemt’s confines
_As he stood on the bridge, holding
Fran's hand in a warm and sympa
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thetic . he was not unlike one
on pxim -rruc: who slips over the
trenches to hold friendly parley with

the enemy. Abbott did not know there
wat any danger in  this  brotherls
handelasp: but that was because he

could not see a feshy and elderly lady

slowly coming down the bill.  As su
perintednent, be should doubtless have
considered his  responsibilities 1o the

lic; he did consider them when the

y. breathless and severe, fred
the bnd;r while evers pound of her
ample form cast its In'flt upon the
seal of her |||uuprnunlz how-voicesd,
and m‘ml‘nnnc Gwood cvening, Pro
Ashton™

Frau whistled

The lady heard. but she swept on

without once glancing hack.  There
was in her none of that saline ten
dency that made of Lot a widower; the
lady desired to see no more.
v Fran apened  her cves a3t Abbott to
their widest extent, as she demurely
asked. “How cold i it> My thermam-
eter is frozen™

TO BE COSTISUED SEXT SUNDAR.




